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RENEWAL 

The Prince of Heaven hath broke 
the bands of death. 

The world is free. 
Dark night, pale speAre garmented. 

Is but a memory. 

New dawn, new day, soft-breathed air 

And song-bird in the tree: 
Such visions to my awed soul speak 

Of immortality. 

Warmth after frost, life after death, 

The watcher waked to see 
The day break into radiant bloom, 

And hope woke suddenly. 

Marvel, O heart ! no mist of tears 

Can hide the joy to be. 
Death's gentle hand guides our beloved 

Into Infinity. 

The Prince of Heaven hath broke 
the bands of death. 

The world is free. 
Dark night, pale speftre garmented, 

Is but a memory. 

[ ' ] 



UNDAUNTED 

X HE wanton wind tossed up a tiny seed 

And wafting it from woodland heights 'twas 

thrown 
Upon a ledge; captive it lay there, sown; 
E'en Nature shunned it; flowing brooks that lead 
To fertile valleys and the blooming mead 
Stopped not to quench its thirst; alone 
Amidst a barren soil, far, far from home. 
Yet vexed it not in brooding; though in need 
Of life's sweet grace, yet sturdily it grew. 
Slow, stealing mists crept softly to its heart. 
Dark low'ring clouds gave moisture, and at length 
Sprang up a tree which clothed the place anew 
With light and shade, and though alone, apart. 
Left legacy to Time of massive strength. 



[*] 



DAWN 

rj.ow like a king the sun mounts high in heaven, 
How tall and proud the lilies hold their sway. 
Steadfast and pure, a fairer splendor given 
From day to day. 

Through wooded vales green grass-blades spring- 
ing, 
Tender the flush to flowers up-borne. 
Quivering with light the east is bringing 
The bloom of dawn. 

A single song that rivals dawning, 
A subtle song that might disperse 
Night's brooding darkness, spreading quick with 
morning 
The universe. 



[3] 



QUESTIONINGS 

Awake! awake! for see the wanton wind 
Stirs restless leaves, and shifting shadows blend 
'Mid tossing vines and flowers that grow. 
(Who knows their birth beneath the snow?) 
A sudden joy comes to the heart that grieves 
When it beholds the resurrection of the leaves. 

Sing on, sing on, O bird in yonder tree, 
And tell us of a strange, strange mystery. 
Wl^o placed the power within thy slender throat 
To send afar that sweet, melodious note? 
Atom of strength, I fain would give 
The world to know the miracle by which you live. 

Sing on, and tell how golden grain can grow, 
And in the orchard how the blossoms blow, 
How robins chirp, how petals strangely part. 
How glaciers rest upon the mountain's heart. 
What strange worlds glitter in the star-strewn sky. 
What wondrous depths 'neath moaning seas do lie. 

And, low winds, whisper if those gentle eyes 
Are smiling on us still from Paradise. 



[4] 



OPPORTUNITY 

*' lA^iSDOM and wealth, had I but these 
All would be plain; life's mysteries 
Would have new meaning, all in vain 
To harm me by its bliss or bane," 
So spake the man with philosophic sight, 
Believing Fate had robbed him of his right. 

Eyes to see the flowers a-bloom, 
Ears to hear the bird's glad tune, 
Visions fair that mounted high, 
The chance was his, but he passed it by. 

''The world denies me all, aloof I stand 
Hearing for others praises through the land, 
The worn-out smile I smile and smile again. 
Yet knowing that for me all life is vain. 
The storms of Fate can no defiance break. 
No bribe nor threat can any difference make.' 

Eyes to note each thing of beauty. 

Ears to hear the whisper '' Duty," 

But he for glory looked so high. 

Saw not the chance, and it passed him by. 



[5] 



POEMS 

One does not mark the way the great have trod. 
We cry : " Behold, their genius is from God." 
Humanity then whispers low and clear: 
"Genius from God, but perseverance here." 
Life gives the most to those inclined 
In everything some worthy thing to find, 
The simplest toil, the simplest pleasure take. 
And in the woof and web of life to make 
A golden chain, and in each link to bind 
The opportunities we all can find. 



[6] 



AN INSIGHT 

Like birds upon the strong sea-breast 

Who chase the tide 
With every wave by foam caressed. 

And on the sea-marsh ride, 
Heed not the sullen undertone, 

Nor note the beach 
Where wrecks are strewn. 

So vice, pierced with delusion bright 
Like glint on vaporous sea. 

Plunges the soul, drowsed by its fetters 
light. 
Into wild ecstasy. 

Till by some strange, prophetic gleam 
It sees the tragic waste 

Before unseen. 
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A PLAY-DAY IN EGYPT 

ri.E did not miss the grandeur of a passing world, 
Felt not the bond of silence stretching through 

the land, 
He only saw above the Sphinx a strange bird whirl, 
And at his feet were miles and miles of Libyan 

sand, 
And at the sight of that he stood and smiled. 
It seemed to welcome him, the homesick child. 

He did not see the glory of the Pyramids, 
That Thebes was ruined and that Memphis' walls 

were gone. 
Thrones lost, kings dead and buried in oblivion ; 
Only heard, piercing the silence, the bird's blithe 

song. 
Oh, swarthy Egypt, stoop and bless the child 
For that babe's sake who from the bulrush 

smiled. 

Here was a place amid the withered realms to 

play: 
He built huge sand-hills, lofty castle, tower and 

dome. 
And the grave, hoar wisdom of a knight's proud 

day 

[8] 



POEMS 

Was gone and all undreamed of as he thought 

of home. 
And so he failed to see the desert sand 
Like the unrestful sea stretch out on every hand. 

Across the seas the breezes brought strange traffic 

there 
And stirred his mighty waters then with many 

a bale 
Of costly goods, of marble and of porph'ry rare. 
A stately ship he loaded and he set the sail 
Past the proud land and far across the sea, 
Manned by his friends, a fair, brave company. 

Boy-exile though.he was, he sang aloud with glee 
And made most merry with the sand and called 

it gold, 
And, singing, o'er the sterile waste ran merrily 
As tho' the precious dust were his to have and 

hold. 
Proud Pharaohs, sleeping there on every hand. 
Were less to him than this scintillant sand. 



[9] 



PATIENCE 

Some birds in flight flew 'cross the storm-filled 
sky, 
It is their way. 
When shifting clouds and chilling winds sweep 

by, 

No more to stay. 

Trailing along through heaven's space 

On tilting wing. 
Knowing, like human ken, the happy place 

Where bides the spring. 

But souls with a diviner touch must dare 

Through the long night 
All grief, all pain, all memory to bear 

Till Heaven sends light. 



[ 10] 



THE MOCKING-BIRD 

lA^HisTLE, mock and sing with glee, 
Echo each bird's minstrelsy, 
On the pine-top tilt and swing. 
Other birds are on the wing 
While you stand with pausing feet 
Where the sky and forest meet. 
Whistle, mock and sing with glee. 
Canst thou carry words for me? 

Flowers bend to her, but you, 
Singing high 'mid heaven's blue, 
Cannot scan my beauty's face. 
Cannot watch her girlish grace. 
Cannot see her eyes of dove. 
Softer than the skies above. 
Could you light amid her hair. 
You would always nestle there. 

From thy height fair seeds are sown. 
Plant them in her breast, mine own. 
Take my words of tender pain. 
Send them to my love again. 
Say I love her, whisper low. 
For I dare not tell her so. 
Whistle, mock and sing with glee. 
Carry thou these words for me. 



MERRYMEETING BAY 

Buoyant as morning, with green waves curling, 
Thy white crests sparkling like meteors in the 
sun. 
Through surf and swell, tiny billows hurling. 
Sipped by the sandy beach, swallowed one by 
one. 

Tossing and chafing, the waves' mocking voices 
Call to the river which serenely flows 

Past sloping swards, or past city noises. 

Past leafy space where the wild flower grows. 

Locked by the land, rushing waste not fearing. 
Like birds that fly, and spurn a sheltered rest. 

The swaying tide rolls shoreward, still nearing. 
Till the river lies on the bay's soft breast. 

For a brief space, the bay, its forces purling. 
Dandles its captive on waves soft and free. 

Disguises its tricks till in dizzy eddies whirling 
'T is caught in the depths and borne far out to 



Far from the land, green waves wildly tossing, 
O merry waters that ever sang of home. 

Drifting in currents ever counter-crossing. 
The playful spray is now the wild sea-foam. 

[ " ] 



PEACE AND GOOD-WILL ON EARTH 

Are the glistening stars in the heavens to-night 
Softly whispering together of a wonderful sight ? 
Do the wild, merry bells, as they clang to and fro. 
Tell the sweet old story of that long, long ago? 
Sweetheart, draw near, and nestle by me. 
The Christ-child came for thee, for thee, 
Glad echoes ring o'er land and sea, 
Still the dear Christ-child comes for thee. 

Some time, perhaps, through all the world's glad 
noise. 

You still may hear his gentle, tender voice; 

In every lonely face bespeaks these words to thee: 
'As ye do it to these little ones, ye do it unto 
me. 

Sweetheart, the night is chill, 

We hear the angels* singing, 
* Peace and good-will on earth," 

To men they're bringing. 



[ '3] 



FINIS 

Here's to the parting year, friend. 

The gate is open wide, 
Time brooks of no delay, friend. 

And swift the moments glide. 
Our yesterdays in long array 
Hold up the past, then glide away. 

What were our dreams of old, friend. 
Shall we bid the phantom stay? 

Or were they fickle vassals, friend. 
Unworthy of to-day ? 

Only the life without a stain 

Blossoms and thrives and blooms again. 

What have we done for the world, friend. 

What deeds of valor strong? 
There 's been many a fatal throw, friend. 

And afts of sin and wrong. 
But out of each disastrous hour 
The seed of Hope springs into flower. 



[ H] 



POEMS 

Little we have to show, friend, 
The flowers are all too few, 
Our thoughts, our words, our deeds, friend, 
* Are weeds and thistles, too. 
But over the rocks 'mid the earthquake jar 
The green grass grows and hides the scar. 

Some battles fought alone, friend. 

Amidst the heat of life, 
Unvanquished by the failure, friend. 

Undaunted by the strife; 
Better the day of striving, though 

The yield be small. 
Than to linger on the threshold 

And never strive at all. 

Then here's to the opening year, friend. 

Give us no song of sorrow; 
The follies of our past, friend. 

Are lessons for the morrow. 



[•5] 



SOMEWHERE 

Somewhere are waiting 

Strong hearts and true, 
Push gaily on, friend, 

Day dawns for you. 
We will look up and say : 

Morning is breaking. 
Banish the yesterday, 

The New Year is waking. 



[ >6] 



AWAKENING 

The woods fail not, neither leaf nor flower, 
Though dowered with death, life too is their 

dower. 
And weeds, though trampled underfoot, 
Grope blindly down and find life at their root. 
Fern, vine, green blade and maple stem. 
And thistle-seed in flowers come back again. 
The world of sound makes harmony low and 

sweet. 
The ravished hour — green-leaved and rosy-lipped 

— to greet. 
And we, God's children, as the love-chimes ring. 
With quickened sense look up and hail the 

spring. 
For all the world has waked — we give a truce 

to care — 
Life out of death is round us everywhere. 



[17] 



SPRING'S GREETING 

1 HE door of Spring was left ajar, 

Beyond the porch a swallow 
Sang blithely, though the cold north wind 

Made summer songs sound hollow. 
But robins, singing from afar. 

Cried, "Follow, we will follow." 

And buds come pushing towards the light. 
By cold made faint and fretful, 

*' How long must we our vigils keep ? " 
They cry in tones regretful. 

'*How can we bloom when days are bright 
If Nature is forgetful?'* 

Spring bowed her pretty head and wept. 
Now frosty earth she lightened. 

And 'cross the last, low edge of snow 
A rising sunbeam brightened. 

And when she looked on hawthorn bough 
A blossom pure had whitened. 

Then wide the swinging door she threw 
And looking far and near, 
"Come, child of fairest birth," she cried. 
And, as her voice rang clear, 
Out from the bed where snowdrops grew 
A chorus cried, "We're here!" 
[,8] 



POEMS 

The grass-blades trooped^ a thousand strong, 
O'er leaves so brown and sere, 

The crocus with its purple tip. 
The firstling of the year. 

Came singing in the flush of morn, 
"We're here! we're here!" 

And cherry-trees and apple-trees 
Bloomed out their blossoms white. 

The sparrows from the topmost boughs 
Sang loudly with delight. 

And in the south a whispered breeze 
Joined in the chorus bright. 

Spring, blossom-blown, with bated breath. 

Beneath the sunbeams' glare 
Bent low her lissome, nymph-like head 

And scanning here and there, 
"How can I choose?" she softly said; 

"All is so fair, so fair." 



[•9] 



A SYMPHONY 

I 'm sure last night, as I wandered 

There was music in the air; 
An unseen orchestra playing 

A symphony strange and rare. 

I cannot tell what the score was, 
'T was rather chaotic and queer, — 

Tinkling music of unlinked sound 
With a spring-like flavor clear. 

I bent my head low to listen, 

And deep from the frost-bound clod. 

Like a soft, aeolian harp-string 
Sounded the crocus' sob. 

And then I knew the world awake. 

For, like the violin's cry. 
Came a low note filled with sadness. 

It was the snowdrop's sigh. 

A gentle trill, so tender-sweet. 

As if harp and lute had met 
To breathe of woods and soft, south winds 

To the purple violet. 
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POEMS 

And over and over the same sweet note, 
Till it seemed quite plain to me 

'T was the cry of the wild arbutus 
And the pale anemone. 

A sound on the breeze was wafted, 
Like a clarinet shrill and harsh, 

'T was the voice of many a cowslip 
Deep in the frost-clad marsh. 

The trees bent low and sobbed and sighed, 

And on a twig that was near 
I saw that something was glistening — 

I think it was a tear. 

Kind Nature, loose thy fetters. 
And bring, with the flying hours. 

Warm kisses from the sunshine 
To comfort these weary flowers. 



[21 ] 



THE CROCUS 

Little bold-faced crocus, 

Peeping through the snow, 
Why do you come so early. 

Can you let us know? 
Are you weary of your rest. 

Eager to begin 
All the work you have to do 

In the new-born spring? 

Little brave-faced crocus. 

Undaunted by the cold. 
Lifts its head above the snow 

With its crown of gold. 
" We must be the very first 

To star the golden slope, 
Telling, in our flower-tongue. 

Of more life and hope. 

"Purple; that's for loyalty, 

Now the time has come 
To whisper to the throbbing earth 

That the Spring's begun. 
White's for gentle purity. 

Pale buds drooping low; 
The flush of life is stirring; 

Summer's after snow." 



POEMS 

Little loyal crocus, 

Each must do its share, 
Making life more beautiful, 

Making it more fair. 
Little golden crocus, 

Now your work is done, — 
Other flowers lift up their heads. 

Theirs has just begun. 



[«3] 



OUR NEW TENANTS 

L IS such a gallant, gallant crew, 
A legion swift and strong. 
They're lodged upon an apple-tree 
And greet us with a song. 

They stand, a winged procession. 

Exulting, every one. 
They pout and coo, and cock their heads, 

Inebriates of the sun. 

I'm sure they will not pay their rent. 

No industry they know. 
And only learn one part of speech 

And that's the verb amo. 

Sun-flushed and sweet, they break their ranks. 

And dart from east to west 
To gather straw and bits of string 

To build their nest. * 

Far from the busy throng they dwell 

Aloft in sweeter air. 
They only sing, but oh ! so well. 

Fair payment there. 



[h] 
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And life is bright, we'll learn their trick. 
How love, bred without fear, 

Gives to the heart a tender grace, 
A purer atmosphere. 

So, little army in the tree. 

We bless you as you sing, t 

High-priests of Nature that you are. 

Oh, take not wing ! 
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AN OLD-FASHIONED GARDEN 

You know the place, what visions centre there. 
What subtle alchemy is in the air. 

Though long since lost to view, 
The flower-like ghosts of old desire 
Still bloom amid the brush and brier. 

Mid mint and larkspur blue. 

For those who loved it years agone 
It comes again like some lost song 

Long, long since learned by rote. 
The mignonette and bees that hum, 
Floating across the years they come, 

Far off and faint the note. 

The creeping vine, the trumpet-flower. 
Gay lover of the garden bower. 

Shoots out long sprays of bloom. 
And humming-birds with whirring wings 
Dip in the bloom whose sweetness brims 

Through the long afternoon. 

And hollyhocks and dahlias tall 

In serried ranks bloom 'gainst the wall. 

Caressed by sun and dew. 
With tenderness they seem to fold 
Their shadows 'round the marigold 

And 'round the speedwell blue. 

[26] 
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Beneath the tangled ambuscade 

Which weed and flower and grass have made 

Shines out a purple gleam. 
Heart's-ease, could ever poet sing 
Or tuneful rhymer ever ring 

A happier theme? 

The gentle flower, it seems to me. 
Still holds the breath of memory, 

A fragrance clinging. 
And mingling in a silence long — 
Vague witcheries to them belong — 

A heart's-ease bringing. 
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A MOUNTAIN CALL 

LJo you remember. Laddie, the fields where the 

breezes pass. 
And the blackberry vine that caught our feet in 

the tangle of the grass ? 
Do you hear the thrush,^ my Laddie, in the heart 

of the city street ? 
Do you hear the tilt of the wildwood-wing in 

the rush of the passing feet ? 

Does the laurel waft you a welcome so rosy- 
tipped to blow. 

Or does it droop affrighted, pierced by the world 
below? 

A blighted thing, my Laddie, no one would ever 
guess 

A flower so rare and once so fair, shorn of all 
loveliness. 

Do you hear the crickets murmur and the wind's 
low whisperings. 

See laughing eyes and roguish lips and unfor- 
gotten things. 

That childish faith, my Laddie, that strong and 
sturdy bliss. 

That grows where'er the flowers grow in fellow- 
ship like this ? 

[28] 
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Can you see the gre^n bluff staring to the east 

in morning light? 
Can you see the pale mist fading as the dark 

hours take their flight? 
'Tis the virgin gold, my Laddie, that ris^s in 

bliss to birth. 
Not the bartered gold with its passing show, 

fouled by the dust of earth. 

The mountain brook which the dew has kissed 

glides downward with swift motion — 
Heart of the brook that will not break mid the 

turmoil of the ocean ; 
For the silent mountains. Laddie, that mothered 

you and I, 
For the clinging mist that slept on its breast, and 

the jewels in the sky. 

Listen, some dark night. Laddie, from out of 

Heaven's blue, 
A voice — 't is the voice of the mountain— calling, 

calling to you. 
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MAPLE LEAVES 

Xhey light the tree-top with a common glow. 
And, as their golden sails they furl. 
They fling on Nature's floor below 
A flood of light, as though the world 

Cast off its gloom. 
And for a day 

Was bright and glad. 
Fragrant and fair as May. 

Jesting, at times, as if the summer sun 
Pined briefly for its long-lost track. 
And birds — Spring's prophets — one by one. 
From southern wanderings turned back. 

And all the world, 
E'en for a day. 

Was bright and glad. 
Fragrant and fair as May. 

O dainty things that shine in proud attire. 
Are you a prelude to the lay 
Of summer heat and winter fire ? 
Or sign of hope, a bright essay 

'Gainst clouds and blight. 
Skies dull and gray. 

Now bright and glad. 
Fragrant and fair as May ? 

[30] 



A SONG 

1 H£ nightingale flies upward as the new day is 
breaking, 

The green leaves stir with gladness as the dawn 
creeps through the wood, 

The rover-lark calls clearly from the blue, awak- 
ing 

By his cheery song the mate who hovers o'er 
her brood. 

Joyous, joyous day dawns for you and me. 

And I wonder, oh, I wonder what the future 
holds for thee. 

Above us in the leafy heights merry birds are 

singing. 
They sing and sigh and dream all the happy day 

so long. 
Bird on the tree-top, on the glad air you arc 

bringing 
A presage and a promise in your merry, merry 

song. 
Joyous, joyous day dawns for you and me. 
And I wonder and I wonder what the future 

holds for thee. 
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I hear the pipes of Pan in the red gold of the 
morning, 

They trill upon the hillside on this blossom-bur- 
dened day, 

And the lilt of the tune fills my heart with a 
strange longing 

As I wait and listen to the merry roundelay. 

Joyous, joyous day dawns for you and me, 

And I wonder, oh, I wonder what the future 
holds for me. 

For all the past is dead and it is a new beginning. 
And the glorious torch of day bums brightly in 

the east. 
Quickly we forget, for the merry bells are ringing. 
To-day we live to laugh and love and merry make 

the feast. 
Joyous, joyous day dawns for you and me. 
And I wonder, oh, I wonder what the future 

holds for thee. ^ 
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TO THE THISTLE 

Gossamer ships sailing high in the air, 

Whenever the wind comes nigh, 
Sail, sail aloft, for the autumn sky looks 

Cold and chill, and by and by 
The fields will be gray, the leaves will be spent. 

And the errant bird will fly. 

Hurry, sky rover, for last springtime's song 

Now has ceased its joyous sway. 
The fleck of the maple, the goldenrod. 

Are tipped with a bronzing spray. 
The sumach, stealing the red of the rose. 

Gives a blush to waning day. 

Go, little wanderer, by kind winds tossed. 

Till low in the grave thou 'It lie, 
Then, welcomed by Spring's warm, life-giving 



Thou'lt swiftly rise and multiply 

Into a thousand blossoms tall and fair. 

Thine own vagrant kindred nigh. 



[33] 



CHRISTMAS 

Glittering cold in the pulse of the night. 
Luminous and bright shines the moon's pale 

light; 
In the clear, still sky stars glisten and glow, 
And vast and white are the fields below. 
Christmas has come. 

Pale falls the daylight on the snow-capped hill, 

Ice-bound and still are rivulet and rill. 

And round and round, the dazzling drifts of 

snow 
Bleach the dead branches as they swiftly go. 
Christmas has come. 

In forest deep the fir-tree*s snowy crest 
Flutters and stirs and shakes in wild unrest. 
Lifting its head in the dim December, 
Bidding all mortals now to remember 
Christmas has come. 

Was it perhaps "God's glow-worm" in the sky. 
The star (that light afar that beamed on high) 
Which softly shone before that lowly shrine 
And showed the waiting world the Babe divine 
When Christmas came? 

[34] 
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No transient boon, for lo, that holy birth 
Brought hope and joy and comfort to the earth, 
And then the storm-worn night gave place to 

day 
When the star pointed where the infant lay. 
And Christmas came. 

Christmas has come, and love, the noble dower 

The Christ-child gave us, from the hour 

Of birth to death, a soft decree, 

Yet probing all immensity: 

Love to the stranger in the yoke 

Of sin and weakness like a palsy stroke; 

Love to the wanderers whose steps astray 

From home are faltering on the way; 

Love to your neighbor, though he be 

An alien to the world and thee; 

Love to the little ones, for their claim 

To His inheritance is plain ; 

Love to mankind, the angels sing in paeans 

above. 
For Love is God, and God is Love. 
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